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Captain Taylor was not the elderly tyrant of the conventional
sea story 5 he was a young man of only thirty-three but he had
his own ideas of the authority of a captain and how to maintain
it. His crew had already learned to respect hut not to love him
during the short voyage from London to Cardiff, and his methods
did not moderate on leaving the Welsh coast behind. They were
only a few hours out from Cardiff~on the first stages of the voyage
to Rio when they ran into heavy weather. Sail had to be taken
in at top speed and all hands were soon busy when the captain,
spying the ship's boy unoccupied, roared out the order :

"Boy, up there and make fast that mizzen crojick clew-
garnet."

Rufus, who had at that time not mastered the fact that he
was being called upon to make fast the rope by which the clew,
or lower corner, of the lower square-sail on the aftermost of the
thxee masts was hauled up, gaped for a moment in bewilderment
and then on impulse made a dash for the first loose end that he
could see. His luck was in 5 it was the right one. No special
credit was given, him for his fortunate choice, but he at least
escaped the painful consequences of error.

The bad weather lasted for some days and Rufus did not
enjoy his early experiences of the sea. He was exceedingly sick
and his day's work was not made easier by the constant com-
panionship of a tin basin lashed precariously around his neck.
But before long the sea abated and placid days followed each
other in a series of uneventful watches. By this time Rufus was
beginning not only to find his sea legs but to feel his feet among
the crew. Occasional fights would break out in the fo'c'sle, and
it'soon became apparent that he was not to be trifled with. Young
though he was, he was muscular of arm and singularly quick of
foot and he made up in agility what he lacked in weight. But
he had no great love as yet for the sailor's life. Discipline was
rigorous and food not too plentiful. Each man was entitled to
one pound of bread, one and a half of beef or one and a quarter of
pork, half a pound of flour or one-eighth pint of peas, one-eighth
ounce of tea, a half-ounce of coffee, two ounces of sugar, and
three quarts of water as his daily ration, but all the precautions
of a fatherly Board of Trade could not ensure that these careful
regulations were observed at sea. Salt pork was the most frequent
fare, eked out with biscuits of an unduly high weevil content.
Rufus had taken the wise precaution of making friends with the
cook at an early stage and a clandestine visit to the galley was
generally rewarded by a hunk of some anonymous substance,
which, if not appetizing, was at least solid and very welcome to